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of your father's behaviour, of the date of your
marriage and that of your departure, delayed by
bad weather, and of your behaviour during your
journey and after your return. She was able to
fathom everything, and to make both your servants
and Sir Harry's speak; and her information was
very exa&, for that which you have just told me
corresponds with it to perfection. I was consoled,
and thanked her over and over again, weeping and
kissing her hands, which I moistened with my
tears. Alone, at night, I used to say to myself,
4 At least I need not despise or hate him; I was not
the plaything of a plot, of a premeditated betrayal.
He did not make a toy of my love and my blind-
ness.' I was, I say, consoled, and I recovered
sufficient health to return to my usual life, hoping
to jcause my husband to forget, by dint of attentions
and consideration, the painful impression that he
had received. In this I was not successful.
Estrangement, if not hate itself, had taken the
place of love. I still interested him, however,
whenever a return of my malady appeared to
threaten my life; but, as soon as I was better, he
fled the house, and when, on his return to it, he
perceived her who so brief a time before had made
it delightful to him, I used to see him shudder. For
three months I combated this unhappy humour,
and this much more for his sake than for my own.
Always alone, or with the lady who had come to
my aid, working incessantly for him or for his
house, neither writing nor receiving letters, my